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4 UTHOR and ACTOR diſputing at the Doo 7: 
The Author puſhes the Ader on the Stage. 


7 IJ. IL. Sir, with all my heart, fince that's the cd 
I muſt, as uſual, ſport this pretty face. 5 

But, witneſs all, I'm thruſt on hers by force: if 
A ntarried man, and plead for a divorce ! 
On juch « ſubjef, how can I be willy, q 
There's Hunt Dil - blab it in the city. 15 
(Looking into the Green Boxes. 

S Rogue—he"s here, and in the honey moon ; 
Yau cannot part ⁊t ih Madam quite j5 ſ99n. i 


Let me review theſe arbiters of wit : 


(Looking through a Glaſs into the Pit 


k 


Nat one from Doctor Commons in the Pit ; 3 

Yes, on ym bench, 1 ſpy a civil Docbor, 

And ſeated on his left behold Proctor! 

Tou're not alarm d — not, Sirs, 475 aid : 

Paets wrt e never hoſtile to your trade. 

Search the records of Doctors Commons round, 

You'll find you owe to Congreve many a pound. 
H- 'hat can this mean £ ſays honeſt Madam Drouſey, | 

Reading _ bills, and leering on her ſpouſey : 

To n nipht the Dic, Comn_Sweetirg, let us go ; 


We'll never be divorc'd—fay hall we F— No. 
(Huſb. ſurly. . 


3 


8 


A 


Except I find the Captain here again, 
I know what hatpen'd in the £garden-lane. 
What happened there, my Deary, was of courſe, 
A kiſs he tonk—but then it was by force; : 
Zounds, that's a Prologue to a new Divorce. 

In higher life, where pleaſure fills the dome, 
Il o wulg:r would it be to think of home : 
T here fludy lectures on a married life, 
And learn ta make a pudding—or a wife, 


- 
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Boſe the Counteſs males a flip to night, 

wo Frundy ed guineas ſet the muticr right 5 

fees at Doctors Commons duly paid, 

avife—hey——preflo—'comes at once a maid. 

aw, /:ir/elf, muff ſurely give u this, 

cannot conjure Madam into Mais ; 

e's more ſaid of theſe matters than they merit, 

nme "tis nothing to yeur folls of ſfirit ; 

ealonſy diflurks the vulgar head ; 

boſe thnſe feelings when you're Letter brett. 
(To the Pit) 

Nie proverb ſays be merry— but be wiſe, 


, 


te i nw foot folly as it flies, 


and catch the manners living as they riſe.” 
uſeful mirih infirudt a: ing ape, 
ſ prove the true intention of the flage ; 
Mics, if this fincerely be his plan, 
Port the Poet, and applaud the Man 
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SCENE, à Garden, 
TOM andBIDDY croſs the Stage. 
Biddy in a Faun. 


ERY well, Sir, very well, as you have delivered 

the letter from your maſter, 1 ſuppoſe you 

have no further buſineſs here—there is the gate open, 

and I have only one favour to requeſt of you, and 
that 1s never to let me ſee your hideous face again. 


Tom. Very well, ma'am, very well, I know what 
you want, 


Biddy. You do? 

Tom. Yes, 1 do—you will not conſent to marry 
me in the common way, but you muſt firſt elope ; 
your mind is fixed on u Jeap from a three pair of ſtairs 
window in the night, as if you was taken away by 
fealth, when you know as well as 1 do, Biddy, that 
the whole family don't care three pence if we were 
doth at the devil—Beiides, my Covey, 'tis time e- 
zouzh, when people of faſhion leave off the cuſtom 
for their ſervants to take it up. 

Biddy. 1 don't care—T will elope if I die for it— 
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is there an acquaintance I have in the world, but 
what has eloped? Not one, and were they nor 
talk'd of all over the country ?—That they were, and 
in the London News Papers too—— There's Dick y 

Tooth-pick—there. there's a man of ſpirit for you. 
” Tom. Who, Dicky T ooth-pick ! 

Biddy. Yes, he ran away with my friend Mits Sally 
Snivel, out of her maſter's houſe in London, at three 
in the rhorning—did ſhe not jump out of a three pair 
© of ſtairs window into his arms? And did ſhe not break 
his collar bone with the fall ? 

Tan. The devil ſhe did. 

Biddy. Yes, ſhe did—were they not taken up by 

the watch and carried to different priſons ? Oh ! what 

delightful difficult ies they encounter'd for three months 

Aid they not all that time correſpond like Ablard 

and Elveſa ? Did they not- but no matter—I poſi- 
tively muſt elope, that's flat. 


A I R. 


With conſent of one's friends to the church to be led, 
| And mad a mere regular wife, 

Is ſuch ſober ſtuff— One had better be dead, 
Eloping is certainly lite. 


Believe me, young man, 
That, That, is the plan, 
A girl of true ſpirit to gain; 

ever whimper, or ſigh, 
Moan, ſob, pine, Rs cry, 
Such nonſenſe is labour in vain. 


But like the Knights-errant of old, 
Re daring, intrepid, and bold ; 
Only courage truc love can in{pire, 
At the ſound of your miftrets's name, 
At once ſet the houſc in a flame, 
She'll fly to your arms, tho' thro' fire. 


Tom. This girl has ſaved ſome money, I muſt 
therefore have A in her own way. (Afide) Well, 


Biddy, to be plain with you, I was but trying your 
ſpirit, 


— 
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ſpirit, Tm convinced of it now, therefore lave at 
you; twelve to night you ſay ? ; 

Biddy. So then you have caught my fire ; you wall 
clope! 

Tom You ſhall! ſee me under your window, at 
twelve to might ; however, Biddy, you had better 
walk out at the ſtreet door than jump out of the 
window.—T his collar bone buſineſs don't firike we 
as at all neceſſary. 

Biddy. Oh !—poſitively, I muſt jump. 

Tom. Pray indulge me but this once, and aſter we 
are married, you ſhall jup trum the top of the houſe 
if you will. J 

Biddy. Shall I? | 

Tom. Upon my ſou! you final! ! 

Biday Then | will humour you this once—adien 
—] don't thirk I hate youu, and yet I Cou't love you 
half ſo much as Elveſa did Ablard. 

Tom. Who the devil's this Elveſa that you are mak- 
ing ſuch a ſuſs about? 

Biddy Ah! you don't know—how ſhould you, poor 
ſoul ? Never read a book in ahl his life. ( Afide) She 
was a great tragedy acheſs, and when ſhe ſpoke love, 
ſhe made even butchers weep.” But then ſhe lov'd + 
Ablard. Oh! ſhe lov'd him—mind me, Im. 
(Ai,) * Bring me ny Lyndamaria vou ſhall not kill 
her, oh monſter hold thy hand.” ( ſeizes Tom ) | 

Tem. 1 with you'd hold your's with all my ſoul, 
Damn it, you'll choak me. Well, Biddy, 1 give up 
tragedy, fo adicu. 

Bitdp. Farewell, remeuibcr twelve. 

Zen Never tear me. 
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Tre me, Biddv, you ſhall find 

Your Tom is faithful], juſt, and Kind, 
Has love, my dear, in plenty; 

Aitho the Lon never knew, 

Yet this I ſay, you'll find me true, 
As any lad in twenty. 
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Since you've conſented to elope, 
Indulge a fomething more than hope, 
Good Sir, will that content ye? 
If you have love, why, ſo have 1, 
You'll know it, Thomas, by and by, 
Altho' Pm under twenty. 
Duett. BOT H. 
Then as earneſt of bliſs, 
Tom. Oh! grant me a kiſs ; 
Biddy. I grant you a kiſs. 
Tom. Thusbleſs'd, my fair nymph, with thy charms. 
Bid. Thus bleſt you may banith alarms. 
f BOT H. 
To terror a ſtranger, 
We'll brave ev'ry. danger: 
"Tis love, mighty love, calis to arms. 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE II. An elegant Study. 
Sir Harry diſcovered reading. 

Sir Harry. What cloying meat is love when ma- 
trimony is the ſauce to it. Two years marriage has 
debauched my five ſenſes. Every thing 1 ſee, every 
(thing tha, every thing_ 1 ſmell, and every thing | 
taſte, methinks has wiſe int.” If Vanbrugh was UV- 
ing, and had made Sir John Brute a man of faſhion, | 
never could be perſuaded, but that he meant that 
character for me. 1 am married to a young lady, a 
fine lady, a witty lady, a virtuous lady, and yet Im 
weary of her, and for Sir John's reaſon—becauſe ſhe is 
my wife. If any honeſt gentlemen, who is a ſenator, 
would move for a ſeptennial marriage act; and the 
Jegiſlature would take the ſenſe of the nation upon 1“, 
Fd lay half my eflate to a courtier's promiſe, the bil! 
would paſs nemine con. But as Falttaff ſays, public 
virtue is not now extant. Well, what's to be done? 
Muſt we be content with one abother until © death 
do us part,” or muſt we by ſome ſtroke of genius 
break the chain and 'enjoy the ſweets of liberty? It 
ys be 1 ſhall be fo. But hold, hold, Sir Harry, 

** . . 


how, 
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how, how, can this be dene? Nothing ſo eaſy, by 


a divorce, nothing is ſo common; let the parties but 


ſettle the buſineſs between theinfelv-s and a tg for 
Doctors Commons. I have p opoſed it to lady Har- 
riet, ſhe is delighted at the icheme, becauſe it will 
make her the ſubjc@ of univerſal converfation, and 1 
am no leſs pleated at the proſpect of future liberty, 
have promiſed to marry her again, which certainly 
ſhall not do, altho' I may poflibly take her into keep- 
ing.—T his is indeed the Tor. 


PR MW ARK T: 


Our anceſtors wives, fo neat and fo trim, 
Who for pruJ'ry and virtue haye ithoane, 
Look'd ſtately, demure, ſtarch'd, ſolemn and prim, 
For no reaſon but *cauſe 'twas the Ton; 
The ill-temper d ſages may ſnarl at our crimes, 
And the vice of the moderns bemoan, 
But their grandams ſo chaſte, had they lived in theſe 
time's, | 
Wou'd have join'd in the cry Ide le Ton. 
To the diftates of faſhion al! ages muſt yield, 
All nations its influence muſt own, 
In city, court, chamber, in chu-ch or in field, 
Ev'ry mortal is govern'd by Ton; 
The taſte of the mes ev'ry palate muſt hit, 
From the poor lowly cot to the throne, 
The courticr, the lawyer, the warrior and Cit, 
All join in the cry te Ton- 
Put ſhe comes © o'erp turing that Venus where we 
ſee the Fancy outwork Natu s.“ 


Enter Lady Harriet. | 


Lady Har. Sir Harry, your ſervant, I'm glad to find 


you in ſuch good ſpirits ; what was the matter with 


you laſt night, my dear? You was vaſtly dull, the 4 


company took notice of it. 


Kir Harry. Poſitivelv, Lady Harriet, you treat me if 
cruelly, 1 call'd out for quarter a thouſand times, yet 


* This Song is omitted in the repreſentation, 
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you poured ſuch an inceſſant torrent of wit upon me, 
there was no ſtanding before it. Was not this unkind, 
Harriet ? (taking her hand.) | 
Lady Har. Well, fince you throw yourſelf on my 

mercy, I will have 99 on you; do reach me a 
Chair, 'm fatigued te death. (they fr.) 

; Sir Har. | have this moment, my dear, received a 
Setter from old Qui Tam, the Attorney, he'll be here 
on pur diyorce buſineſs immediately. 

Lay Har. The fellow is @ ſhocking rogue, Str 
Har'y, 1 wonder you will employ him. 
* Sir Har. But he's an ingemous rogue, iny love, I'II 
make it his intereſt to be honeſt, and by that means ! 
can truſt him 
Lady Har. Well, ſurely, there never was any 
pbeme better contrived than ours; we ſhall be the 
ubjeR of every polite circle in and about the metro- 
Bolts. The plan is entirely novel —Firft we are to be 
Jivorced, then we are to go through a ſecond court- 
IÞ, and then, and then—we are to marry again. In- 
d, Sir Harry, your abilities in this inftance have 
armed me. 
Sir Har. (bowing) I am happy, Madam, you ap- 
wove them — We muft do ſomething, my dear Har- 
tet, to diftinguiſh ourſelves, otherwiſe we may vege- 
te in the country a few years, and then depart ne- 
tleQed and forgotten. After our divorce, my dear, 
ell be ſeen together in a fide box—1 with a face ex- 
treſſive of the moſt tender emotions —yours apparent 
WTerence. | | 
Har. You charm me, Sir Harry, (they riſe) 
id then you muſt whiſper thro' my ſide curl- Theſe 
urls convey the ſound to the ear, without the perſon 
ho fits next b-ing able to diſtinguiſh what is ſaid. — 
get's amazing what ſervice they are of in a play-houſe. 
Sir Har. Really! Well, poſitively, Lady Harriet, 
never knew the uſe of them before. 

Lady Har. | ſhall be delighted, when we are at 
anclagh, after our ſecond marriage, to hear Lady 


hat could bewitch Lady Trifle, to marry the _ 
| | | om 


Chatting with her gallant, Count Spindle, 
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from whom ſhe was divorced—rc ally, Cer wmnt, the no- 
velty of this affair recommends -it,——Are ybu ac- 
cuainted with the fauniy * Are you in the ſecret ? The 
Count replies with a wink, and at the fame time en- 
de- yours to look amorous—ſhe pais him with her fan, 
and turning on her heel, with an elegant indifference, 
cails the poor old gentleman a wicked devil, ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Har. Your women of wit, they ſay, ſeldom 
make good wives ; it J obtain this divorce, I muſt be 
excuſed from nooſing again. (Afide) 

Lady Har. But really, Sir Harry, I cannot ſee how 
this divorce is to be obtained; are you acquainted 


with the forms neceſſary to be comply'd with on theſe » 


occaſions? 

Sir Har. Not thoroughly, my dear, but Qui Tum 
will ſoon explain them: 1 tancy, if we do not draw 
the ſtrings of our purſe too tight, we ſhall find but 
little difficulty in going through the buſineſs with ex- 
pedition. 

Enter Servant. 

Mr. Qui Tam, the attorney, is below, and waits 
your pleaſure, Sir. 

Sir Har. Defire him to walk up. (Exit Servant.) 
Harriet, do you retire preſently, this old fellow will 
probably be more open when we are by ourſelves, 

Lady Har. Very well, my dear. (Takes 6 Guittar.) 


Enter Qui Tam, appears amas d. 


1 


Oh! force me not from him 1 love, 
Oh! let theſe arms enfold thee ; 
To you I'll conſtant ever prove, 


I live when you bebold me, 


Qui Tam. ( Afide) Harmony is what I did not ex- 
| PQ to find here, J muſt confeſs. Sir Harry, I am the 
| kumbleſt of your ſervants, Madam, your's truly. 

Lady Harriet. Oh! Mr. Qui Tam, 1 am very glad 


to lee you. (Sir Harry and L Harriet talk and laugh) 


Sir Har 


1. A5 Tam. Damn it ! they have made up matters 1 | 


. 
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Fir Harry. Mr. Qui Tam, fit down, I want to have 
ſome converſation with you. | 


Qui Tam fits down between Sir Harry and Lady Harriet, 


1 confider myſelf very happy that you are my 
neighbour, as | am always ture of having the beſt ad- 
vice, and at the ſhorteſt nonce. 

Qui Tam. You do me great honour, Sir Harry— 
That was the very ſaying of my old client and 
tron her Ladyſhip's father—She is fo like him, I never 
look in ker face but 1 think of him; her left cheek, 
the tip of her nofe, and both her eye laſhes, are 
caunterparts of her honoured father's. 

Lady Harriet. Oh ! Lord, oh! Lord, this critical 
"obſervation of your's, Mr. Qui Tam, convinces me 
_ what I have heard reſpecting your gallantry is a 

-Qui Tam. Madam! me a gallant, Madam! ha, ha, 
ha! Oh! that has been over with me a long time; 
but the recollection of your dear father's memory al- 
ways draws a tear from me, (H'eeps) he was the beſt 
client I ever had. or ever ſhall have —1 have tried 
thirty cauſes at nifi prius, fer him in one term, beſides 
having the conduct of fourteen Chancery ſuits, bills 
of inch & ment, and. informations without number. Sir 
Harry, my bill came to ſeventy pounds once, for pro- 
ſecuting a man who took away a bare-ſkin that was 
hung up iu the coach-houſe. 

Sir Harry. Indeed ! he was a good client with a 
vengeance. | 

Jui Tam. He was, indeed, a valuable gentleman — 
I” a man but peep'd through the pou gate, he'd 
ſend me infiruftions to proſecute him: and then he 
never was the man to tax my bill—never ; (Meeps) 
indeed, when be died, there was 3). 138. 44. due, but 

ca know, Sir Harry, 1 never demanded it; J dont 
care if it remains due theſe three months. | 

Sir Harry. That's kind indeed.—1 ſuppoſe, Mr. 
Qui Tam, you have large fums of money due ta you. | 

Qui Tam. No. no, TI have for ſome years, Sir Harry, 


made it a rule, when 1 undertake a cauſe, to N 
mont 
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money before hand—it ſaves a great deal of trouble 
both to the attorney and client. 

Sir Harry. ¶ Aide) A good hint for me. (Sir Harry 
makes figns to Lady Harriet to withdraw.) 

You are in tbe right, my good friend. | 

Lady Harriet Sir Harry, I maſt take my leave, the 
family concerns require my inſpection; Mr. Qui Tam, 
your ſervant. [Exit L. Harriet. 

Oui Tam. Madam, your devoted—1t is a great blef- 
fing, Sir Harry, to have a domeſtic wife ; it ſaves a 
great deal of money at the year's end. 

Sir Haryy. Very true but now to buſineſs—1 ſent 
for you upon an affair of a melancholy nature indeed ; 
but of great conſequence to me and Lady Harriet. 

Du 7. am. State ths caſe, Sir Harry--l am all attention. 

Sir Harry. Briefly thus it is — I muſt be divorc'd 
from my wife, and you muſt contrive to accompliſh it. 

Oui Tam. (Starts) You have eleftrified me—di- 
vorced ! oh, horrible! put away your wife! and Ito 
be concerned in it! what do you take me for, Sir 
Harry? (Walks about ſeemingly in a paſſion.) 

Sir Harry. For a lawyer, a man of ſenſe in your 3 
feſſion, why, Sir, it is the wiſh of Lady Harriet herſelf. 
Come, come, be not amaz'd, tis done every day you 
know. (Puts a purſe in his hand.) 

Qui Tam. That's a very ſenſible obſervation, Sir 
Harry, I muſt confeſs, it is very often done—and the 
lawyer concerncd, only purſues his vocation you know. 

Sir Harry. Nothing more—l knew you would con- 
ſider the caſe properly. | 

Qui Tam. You ſee, Sir Harry, how quick 1 am, 1 
took it in a minute, ha, ha, ha | 

Sir Harry. O yes, I ſee you did, ha, ha, ha! 
what an old raſcal! {Afide) Beſides, Mr. Qui Tam, 1 
have the good of wy country at heart in this buſineſs. 

Qui Tam. The good of your country, ha, ha ! no, 
no, no, damn it, Vir Harry, that's rather too much— 


no, no, I cannot ſwallow that for the life of me. 


Sir Har. You may laugh, Mr. Qui Tan, but it's 
very true for all that ; I wiſh to promote marriages in 
order to encreaſe population; and few people would 
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refuſe to marry, it any ſenſible and worthy lawyer 
wou'd contrive a way to unmarry them in any reaſon- 
able time, 

Nui Tam. Stop, let me ſee—upon my word—give 
me your hand, Sir Harry, upon my ſoul, that is a moſt 
ſenſible obſervation : What man would refuſe to take 
a tenement, when he can give up the leaſe at a ſhort 
notice, ha, ha, ha 

Sir (ar. Ha! ha! ha! right, my friend—you con- 
ceive things ſo aptly—it's a pleaſure to talk with 


u. 

7" Das Tam. Od's my life, it's a noble thought, we 
ſhall have no old maids in future, Sir Harry,—no 
virgins at fixty—no diſappointed ladies who live only 
to breed miſchief, propagate ſcandal, and make a pro- 
viſion for a favourite lap-dog. 

Sir Har. Ha ! ha! ha! Well ſaid, my friend, you 
know, Mr. Qui Tam, when old ladies conceive them- 
_ in love, the object is generally a puppy—ha ! 

' 

Dui Tam. Ha! ha! ha! What a damn'd ſcoun- 

drel. (Afide ) 

Sir Har. Well, my good friend, only do you con- 
trive a way to unmarry people, and you will have juſt 
as much buſineſs as Doctors Commons. 

Bui Tam. Well, to buſineſs, to buſineſs, how ſoon 
ſhall we begin, Sir Harry ? 

Sir Har. Immediately—we both wiſh it over as 
ſoon as poſlible. 
W, Dui Tam. Why, then we'll begin with the action 
for crim. con. the firſt day of next term. 

Sir Har. Crim. con.—1 don't underſtand you. 

Qi Tam. Ah! Sir Harry, be not aſhamed, it has 
been many an honeſt man's caſe— let we know the 
gallant's name,—l1 hope he has got a good eſtate: the 
damages will do more than clcar the expences of the 
divorce—You will not only get rid of your wite, but 
be money in pocket. Aye, aye—ha, ha, ba! 

Sir Har. (in a paſſim.) Why, you old villainous 
ſcoundrel, do you imagine wy wile has baen really 
diſnonourable? 

ui 


Cently to be divorc 
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Jui Tam. To be ſure 1 do, 
Sir Har. Get out of my houſe this moment, raſcal, 


or 


Oui Tam. Murder! are you mad—don't ſtrike me, 

or expect the vengeance of the crown office. 
Enter Lady Harriet. 

H. What's the matter, my dear? What's the 
matter! 

Qui Tam. O, Lady Harriet, I'm glad you are come, 
you have ſaved my lite; mercy upon us! this is 
pretty way to pay a lawyer for his advice. 

ir Har. You deſerve the torture, you raſcal. 

Lady Har. What is the matter ? 

Sir Har. That fellow, that old ſheep-ſkin, talk'd of 
you, my dear Harriet, in ſuch a marner—In ſhort, he 
inſinua ted — (Whiſpers L. Harriet.) 

Lady Har. Mercy on me, Mr. Qui Tam, ſurely 
you are out of your ſenſes—Sir Harry knows 1 
(Weeps.) | 

Sir Har. My dear, you diſtreſs me beyond mea- 
fure, be comforted. (L. Harriet weeps.) See what 
you have done, you wretch, but you have no feeling. 

41 am. (Amared) It is very diſtreſſing indeed 
well—I never ſaw a man ay of 2 —— he was 
going to with, in all my life before What rogue- 
ry there Ein the world! (Afide.) 

Lady Har. Id * to know Sir, we were inno- 

„ and that we were to marry 
again, the moment the public began to tire of talking 
us—is not that the fact, my life? 

Fir Har. Certainly. 

Nui Tam. Oh, oh! U beg ten thouſand pardons, it 
. to wo innocent divorce, only to be talk'd of, is 
at a 


Sir Hor. To be ſure—what other idea could you 


entertain ? 


Qui Tam, Oh, that's quite another caſe—»n inno- 


cent divorce—ha, ha, ha, an excellent thought ! an 
innocent divorce ! 


Tow Har. Retire, wy life, ru be with you preſent- 
Lady 


* 
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Lady Har. You'll not be long, I hope—adien. 
[Exit L. Hnvriet. 
Sir Har. I ſhall be miſerable until 1 am with you. 
Qui Tam. Sir Harry, you have miſunderſlood me 
did not mean to infinuate your Lady had diſhonour'd 
you, but that an action for crim. con. might be con- 
triv'd, ſufficient evidence given to obtain a verdict, 
and the lady be as innocent as when you married 


Sir Har. My dear Qui Tam, give me your hand, 
you are the beſt friend I have in the wor 1d. 

Dui Tam. This fellow does not ſtart at roguery, 
when it is in his own way. (Aide) 

Sir Har. Rut, Qui Tam, how can this he done ? 

Nui Tam. OY tell you— have you friend you can 

u 
Gir Har. * Twenty. 
| Qui Tam. You are vaſtly fortunate in your acquaint» 
ance—Let one of them be ſeen in the middle of the 
night coming out of Lady Harriet's chamber, take. 
ans care to chuſe a fine ſhewy fellow—you may 
in town—contrive it ſo, that one of the ſervants 

may ſee him; and the divorce will follow the ver- 
cet as naturally, as my ſending in my bill after the 


is compleated. 
Sir Har. But then, Qui Tam, there will be a legal 
proof of her incontinence. DOES 
Sui Tam. But confider, Sir „ that after it is 


over, her Ladyſhip's innocence will appear, you will 
demonftrate it by marrying her 1 then how 
pw you will be—you will have the pleaſure of 
lik at the whole legiſlature, ha! ha! ha! : 
| Sir Har. Egad, 1 like this ſcheme—but faith, Qui 
Tam, I do not know a friend l could truſt on ſo ſacred 
a buſineſs—ecxcep: yourſe lf. 
Qui Tom. Me, hal ha! ha! Me be ſeen coming 
out of your Lady's chamber Mercy upon me, the 
very thought throws me into an ague— inceed, Sir 
Harry, my appcarance would nonſuit you in five mi 
nutes. Sir 
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FS, Har. Then I do not know any other gentlema 
whoſe henour ] could depend vpon. , 

Qui Tom. | have it, I have it—here it is ( pointing 
to his forehead.) I have at home a fine, tall, comely 
Iriſh clerk. 

Sir Har. An Iriſh clerk ! and what then ? 

Qui Tam. Liſten, Sir Harry—liſten—I will have him 
dreſs'd like a 1 and he ſhall be ſcen coming 
{ mm of Lady Harriet's chamber, about three in the 
| morning—On the trial he ſhall appear in court, and 
if the jury bad hardly any other ſenſe than that of 
ſeeing, you'll get a verdict. 

Sir Hay. Really !—Well then, all that is neceſ- 
ary, is for him to be ſeen coming out of her room 
Are you ſure that will do ? 

Qui Tam. Am I ſure ! 1 do believe, if be was only 
ſeen knocking at the ſtreet door, it would be ſufficient, 
| —Inſhmen, Sir Harry, are the ſupport,of Doctors- 

Commong,- He is a ſiſter's ſon of mine, and a pretty 
— He lived in London before be came to me 

near ſix months, and not one of his family could 
tell how.—He is the man, Sir Harry —you may de- 
dend upon his honour ; he'd ſuffer death rather than 
a miſchief in the family. | 
bir Har. Oh, I make no doubt; if he travels with 
his honour, J am certain of being ſafe. 
[r. You are indeed—But, gadſo !—I have 

been too long from home. 1 will ſend Dennis to you, 
du Harry, immediately; he ſhall wait you in 2 
ſuit of cloaths no ambaſſador need be aſhamed of .— 
Oh! be's a pretty fellow, and will do any thing for 
1 ms bit of bread. 

ir Har. Indeed Mr. Qui Tam, ſo valuable a genius 
ought to be _—_— would — it to 


ju, my good friend, to make him a ward of the 
court of Chancery. 


| Wi ——— = 
Har. Certainly : How do you know, but ſome 
ſprightly ſemale may run away wih him? T heſe are 
Fernte times, Mr. Qui Tam, ha, ha, ha! 
Vi Tum. So they are indeed, Sir Harry.—Foregad ! 
| the 
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the women of late are grown ſo damned reſolute, that 
I fancy it would be prudent in me to take care of my- 
telf, ba, ha, ba !/—But, Lord bleſs. you! a court of 
equity has nothing to do with Dennis. 

Sir Har. | believe not indeed. (Aude. 

Qui Tam. No, no, he's no infant—! ot he indeed—he 
jumpt from infancy to manhood ite twenty-firſt of laſt 

ober. 

Sir Har. Ha, ha !—I am glad to hear, Mr. Qui 
Tam, your Nephew has arrived at years of diſcretion, 

Qui Tam. Diſcretion, quotha !-—Qh, he's a pattern 
for prudence. As to his being carried off, | am under 
no concern about that ; ſhe muſt be « thumper with a 
devil to it that could run away with Dennis, 

Emer Servant. 

If you are at leiſure, Sir, my lady would be glad 
to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Har. My beſt reſpects to lady Harriet; let her 
know I ſhall be with her preſently. {Exit Servant. 
Qui Tam. O Lord! Sir Harry, fly to lady Harriet; 
ſhe muſt be miſerable without you. What a loving 
ſoul ! Pray, Sir Harry, be gone. 

Sir Har, My worthy friend, farewell. (Damn'd 

ſcoundrel.) Ade and Exit. 

i Tam. $i Harry, I am yours —An innocent 

divorce! Ha, ha, ha! What a dama'd 1 is | 
xt. 


„ 


$ CE NE, „ . 
Enter Mrs. ANNASEED ad BIDDY. 


Buld). 


NDEED, Madam, 1 have told you the truth 3 1 
litened all the time; and the lawyer has contriv- 
ed a way to divorce them tor rim. con- 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Anna. You are a good girl, Riddy, and ! 
vill reward you. But who is this Crim. Con. ? 
Biddy. Madam, he is an Iriſhman, and clerł to old 
Qui Tam the attorney. | | 
Mrs. Anna Mercy on me! 1 never heard of ſuch a 
diabolical bnfinels. What's to be done, Biddy ? 
Biddy. 1 with I knew, Madam; Pm ſure I'd tell 
you. Suppoſe, Madam, you meet this fellow ; he'll 
be here preſently ; and let hun know as how, Madam, 
| you will fend him to priton—trighten him, Madam,-— 
| Inghten him. 3 
Mrs. Anna. So T will, Biddy; I'll fend him home 
I ih a flea in his ear, I Warrant you. I expe the 
French gentleman every moment, Biddy, recommended 
by my friend Mrs. Prattle; he is a matter of all langua- 
yes, and teaches people to ſpeak French they ſay in a 
| Jmonth—Shew him in the moment he comes, and pray 
Juke care, child, to behave very politely to him. 
ach. Don't you fear me, Madam. {Knocking 
without.] 1 ſuppoſe, Madam, this is he. 
; Mrs. Anna. See, Biddy ;—run, run, and open the 
g door. [Biddy goes to the door. 
Biddy. As ſure as a gun, Madam, it's the French 
d [rtleman; 1 know it by his dreſs. 
Mrs, Anna. I'll retire, Biddy, and be properly an- 
nt Jrounced, Shew him in—ſhew him in. 
[Exit Mrs. Annaſeed. 
1 Biddy opens the door. 


* 
129 


= Pater Dennis Dogherty 2vi72 a ſrvord, and humming a 
tune. 
x I; the gentleman ho belongs to this bouſe 
me ? 
Biddy No, Sir; but the gentleman who this 
Ouſe belongs to is at home. 
Dennis, Well, it's the ſame thing, you know. Why, 
little divil. you have a mind to be conical. Will 
tell the Gentleman that Dennis Dogherty, Eſq; 
ts to commune with him; [Takes out a ſnuffbox 
3 handles it aukward!ly] if he's diſengaged, T'll wait 
he's at leiſure. + 


£2 Biddy. 
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Biddy Faith, a good likel low! | 
Sir, ſhall I ſay ods him ? he n. 

Dennis. Dennis r Eſquire—and harky'e, 
my 1weet crature, take this for your pains. IX. 
12. your pains. [Kiſſes 

Biddy. Lord, Sir, it's you who have a mind to be 
comical. 

Dennis. Not at all—it's a way 1 have. 

Biddy. I'll deliver your meſlage, Sir. 

[Exit Biddy. 

Dennis. Oh, you're a good crature! [Hums 4 
tune, and views himſelf ] Oh, to be ſure I'm not the 
thing. | 

Re-enter Biddy. 

Biddy. I forgot the name, Sir, before I got to the 
foot of the stairs. | 

Dennis. How could you helpit? Dennis Dog- 
herty, Eſquire—and now Il ſeal it up in your mouth, 
and then you won't loſe it. | Kiſſes her. 

Biddy. Lord, Sir, you make one ſo aſhamed. My 
maſter, Sir, is buly ; but my miſtreſs is at bhome—will 
ſhe do, Sir? 

Dennis. Will ſhe do? Oh, to be ſure ſhe won't! 
Indeed ihe will, my pretty little crature [Exit Biddy} 
Well, to be ſure, it I'm to have mary ot theſe com- 
miſſions, 1 ſhall like the profeſſion ot the law of all 
things. I am to be ſeen coming out of a Lady's 
chamber about three in the morning, and that's all- 
Why l cannot walk out of it, without I'm once in it; 
and | am yet to learn how I'm to get there, This 
uncle of mine is « great rogue—may be he wants to 

t my bones broke—but no matter—there is a Lady 
in the caſe, and Dennis Dogherty never flinch'd from 
the dear cratures. Oh, here the comes. I ought to 
have ftudied a peech for her; but as good a one may 
come of iter. 1 with I could make as genteel a bow 
as I did at the ball laſt Tueſday. [Endeawvzurs to bow 
with a grace | 

Enter Mrs. Annaſeed. 
Mrs. Anna Sir, I am your moſt humble and wok 


ob:cquous obedient fervant. 
Demi. 
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Dennis. Madam, I'm your's alto 
old tabby has to do in the buſinets, 


17 
| wonder what 
[| Afede. 

Mrs. Anna. | think he's the beſt looking French- 


man 1 ever law. 
fit down. 

Dennis, Sit down, Madam !—Oh, to be fure I 
won't—Indeed I will. {Draws @ chair] Sit down 
yourſelf, Madam, and Il pop myſelf down by ö 
[$;ts.] Dennis never was baſliſuſ upon theſe * __ 

Afide. 

Mrs. Anne. T he Frerch are remarkable, Fs! told, 
for their furmiliar eaſy behaviour. [Afide] My friend, 
Mrs. Prattle, tells me, Sir, you teach French better 
than any gentleman the ever ſaw, and 1 wiſh to learn 
with all convenient diſpatch. | 

"Dennis. What, Madam? 

Mrs. Anna. My friend tells me, Sir, you taught 
her French in a month; I vow 1 could not have 
thought 1t. | 

Dennis. Why, what the devil! Does the crature 
take me for a ſoup-maigre ? W hat is all this! Afede.] 
Upon my word, Madam 

Mrs. Anna. How modeſt he is! [AV Pray, Sir, 
what part oi France was you born in ? 

Dennis. Well, to be ſure this is too much! [Ade, 
Jmothers a laugh} What part of France? Myſelf can't 
help laughing it 1 was to be hang'd on the ſpot. {Smo- 
thers a lauph) What part of France ? 

Mrs. Anna. Yes, Sir, what part of the kingdom? 
Dennis. Oh, yes, Madam; yes, yes — VV hat part 
of France! Oh, I underſtand you, Mladem. Why, 
Madam, I was born in the town of Glatimoughonogue 

in the province of Glaſſnevin. | 

Mrs. Anna. Glallmononogue—nlas ! Sir, I can't 
ſpeak French; but I ſuppoſe you'll foon make me do 
It, 

Dennis. The crature takes me for 2 French ſchool- 
maſter, ha! ha! I'll humour the joke to fee what will 
come of it. [Aſide] Oh, yes, Madam, you'll get 
Your tongue about it by-and-by. | 

Mrs. Anza. ith a little ct your ioftruction, * 1 

on't 


Afede.) Sit down, Sir—Pray, Sir, 
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don't deſpair. Pray, Sir. accept of your entrance- 
money. {Gives him Fwo (ruineas. | 

Dennis. Iwo guineas! Well, to be ſure I'm not in 
luck to-day. [Aide] Suppoſe, Madam, I give you 
the firſt leſſon now. 

Mrs. Anna. With all mv heart, Sir. What a goed- 
looking foreigner he is ! | Aide. 

Dennis. But firſt tell] ma, Madam—-21d you ever 
hear French ſpoke properly in all your liſe ? | 
Mrs. Anna. Me, Sir! Lord, Sir, not I ' How cou'd 

T ? buried here in this hole all my life. To tell you 
the truth, Mr.—be ſo good, Sir, as to favour me with 
your name. 

Dennis. My name, Madam! Oh, tunder! what 
ſhall I do now? [Aide] Why, Madam, my name is 
Mountfier Dennis Dogherty, at your ſarvice. 

Mrs. Anna. Why then, Mr. Dogberry, to tell you 
the truth, I never heard French ſpoke in all my lite. 

Dennis. Oh, my buggintheelough ! 

Mrs. Anna. Huggo—W hat, Sir? 

Dennis. That's French, Madam, for my ſhare of the 
world! Oh, you'll be up to it in a month. Don't be 
afraid. 

Mrs. Anna. Mr. Dogberry, pray tell me the French 
for How do you do ? 

Dennis. III teach the crature Iriſh—She won't 
know the difference, ha! ha! Aide] How do you 
do ? 28 Madam, you muſt ſay, Goodthdema:- - 
tuth 

Mrs. Anna. Goode—ta—ty, I fancy, Sir, French is 
a difficult language to attain perfectly. 

Dennis. Oh dear, Madam, k2ep up your ſpirits. 

Mrs. Anna. Il try, Sir. : 

Dennis. Then, Madam, the other parſon will ſay 
Slaungauramaughagoodth. 

Mrs. Anna. 8 anmaglagood.— Lord, Sir, that word 
is enough to choak one.—1 dont think 1 ſhall be able 
to ſpeak French theſe three months. Ws 

Dennis. Ob, V'll be bound you will ; in a month 
put ſpeak it as wel! as myſelf, ¶ Aſide, laugh.) III 

with you, Madam, day and night till I complete 


ou. 
7 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Anna I'm much obliged to you, Sir, but 
] have certain reaſon for thinking that I had better 
decline learning French at preſeat—our family 


[They riſe. 

Dennis, My dear crature, I've hard 

Mrs. Ann. No doubt, all the world have heard 
about the curs'd lawyer's tricks, and how he has 
ſchemed : only think, Mr. Dogberry, what I muſt feel 
upon this melancholy occaſion. Believe me, Sir, 1 
"pp to leave this fawily fifty thouſand pounds at 
caſt. 

Dennis. Fifty thouſand pounds! O tunder! (Afde.) 
(adjufts his dreſs, and walks up to her with an air.) Have 
you got fiſty thouſand pounds, Madam; 

Mrs. Ann. Yes, Sw ; and, as I intended never to 
many, the whole of my fortune would have been my 
nephew's, Sir Harry 'T'rifle—but— | 

Dennis. But you do intend to marry I hope? I ap- 
plaud your determination, Madam; you'd then have 
tome — little cratures of your own to provide or 
Well faid, Dennis. (Aide) 

Mrs. Ama. You flatter me, Mr. Dogberry.—He is 
certainly a modeſt, ſenſible man. C Aſide. 

Dennis. The crature looks tinder—F iſty thouſand 
paunds ! Courage, Denn's. (Afrde ) [Goes up to her 
with great ſolemmity.] 1 wiſh I knew how 40 do or ſay 
any thing that would oblige you, Madam you need 
only ſay, Dennis, do fo, and I weuld do it in a 
crack. 


Mrs. Anna. How polite the French are! 


[ 4fade. 
Dennis. She's rinderhearted, Iſce. (Afede.) I think, 
Madam, you was talking jut now about marriage. 
(Takes her hand, and lots tenderly.) : 

Mrs. Anna. Was 1? Ard what then, Sir? . 

Dennis. Why, Madam—nothing at all, (Pretend 10 
weep) 1 with could cry. (Afede.) 

Mrs. Anna. Tears! What can this mean? I muſt 
pity him. (A/ide.) Sir! Mr. Dennis Dogberry ! 


Dennis, Oh, Mrs. Annaſeed, you have murdered 
me ! 
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Ars. Anna. Ml urder vou, Mr. Dogberry ? Mercy 


upon me! F murder you—how— where—when * 

Dennis. Madam, don't axe me—But, in a word, 
will you take Dennis Dogherty tor life ? Say no, and 
you ſhall ſee me this moment paſpire at your feet. 

Mrs. Anna. Heaven forbid ! Stop, ſtop, Mr. Dog- 
berry ; don't faint until 1 come: Vi] run for the hartt- 
horn. | 

Demis. Oh, Madam, don't plague yourſelf; it 
will be all over with me in a few moments. 

Mrs. Anna. Oh, mercy upon me! [ Runs cur. 

Dennis. Well, to be fure Um a divil of a Dennis, 
ba, ha, ha! I Lill the cratures before they know 
what's the matter with them, ha! ha! But where's 
the chicken gone to? No matter; if the's in Europe, 
Pl] find her out. Fifty thouſand pounds, O tunder ! 

[ F'xit, 


SCENE, Lady Hariet's Drefling-Room. 


Sir Harry and Lady Harriet diſcovered, in an indulent 
Poſture, farting on 4 Sc ſiu, i ſeveral Acws Paper's 
befor, them. 

Sir Har, My dear Harriet. 

Lady Hor. What ſay vou, Si: Harry? 

Sir Har. This breathing in the country, for we 
cannot call it living, is intolerable. Ob, London, 
London! Dear, dear London! | 

Lady Har. For ſhame, Sir Hany; cannot you enjoy 
the paſtoral but in poetry * How oſten have | heard 
you dwell with rapturcs on the manners of the Gol- 
den Age, and ſigh for a cottage on the bewnching 
Plains of Arcadia! A fluck ot theep, your pipe, and 


your Phillis, were your conſtant themes. 


Sir Har. The Golden Age, my dear Harriet, was à 
valuable æra, it is truc ; and it mutt be conteſſed we 
have degenerated i1:to a 

Lady Har, A braun age—you were going fo ſay, 1 
ſuppoſe ; ha, ha! 

Str Har. You have hit it, my dear Harriet. Paſto- 
ral life is agreeable in fancy, and the poets have fo 

| heightened 


— 
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heightened the ſcene, that ſometimes one would be 
led to prefer the cloathing of our firſt parents, to the 
elegant decorations of a Parifian taylor; but, alas! 
how little did Theocritus know of Groivenor-ſquare, 
er Taflo the bewiiching circle of Drury-lane Thea- 
tre! 

Lady Har. (Takes ut a n ws paper. and looks ever it 
carelcj.ly.) Indeed, Sir Harry, if it were not for the 
rews-papers, there would be no ſuch tlg as bearing 
this rurality, as my Aunt calls it — Ihe theatres have 
opened, | ice. 

Sir Har. (Reads a paper.) Oh ves, ſome time. T 
always paſs over the battles, fieges, political ſpecula- 
tions, parliamentary debazes, and fuch nonlenfe, in 
order to get at T heat:ical intelligence. 

Lady Har, J havnt found an elopement for ſome 
time; one would imagine the times were mended. lf 
ſuppoſe, when our Divorce comes on, we ihall have 
it handſomely in the papers, 

Sir Har. Moſt certainly; our manœuvre will ſur- 
niſh a quantity of matter for the whole neſt of para- 
— gg ſpiders; the theme is prolific, and they 
- you a column a day for fix weeks together: a 

utchman could not fail of being witty on ſuch a 
ſubjeR. 

Lady Hur, Ha, ha, ba! Well, I ſhall be delighted 
to read them ; there's ſomething extremely pleatant, 
&r Harry, to ſee one's ſelf in print, ha, ha! 

Sir Har. (Looking over the faters) What a curſed 
heap of ſtuff is here! "Thrce columns crammed with 
intelligence ffom Guildhall—a city feaſt—and trials at 
the of Bailey! Throws the papers anvay in a paſſion >) 
they riſe) Dulnels is inſectious, and we may catch the 
diltemper,—l,-t us have ſome muſic, my dear Harriet 
—fing me the lait new fong—the one, I mean, ſet by 
Crotehet, about your lover ſtraying: —You know 
what I mean. | 

Lady Flor, What! the one beginning with—“ Ye 
gentle ſtrains?” | 

Sir Har, The ſame.— Damm it, I ſhall turn fool, 
and get fond of wy wife. I muſt take care of thay. 
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| Cady Har. Well, fince you will have it fo, 
„ 8 © N' G6. 

Come, gentle ſtrains, to me impart 
A kind relief trom cruel love; 


Ah ! ſoftly tea! upon the heart, 
And fill my foul with thoughts above. 


II. 


The ſwain I love is gone aſtray, 
| Careleſs he roves the valley free; 
4 With other oyinphs he ſpends the Coy, 
| But never, never thinks of me. 


III. 


His yows were conſtancy and truth, 

As oft we ſtray d thro' yonder grove . 
PI baniſh quite the perjur d youth 

And yet, alas ! I fear L loye, 


Enter Biddy. 
Biddy. Madam, fupper is on the table. EN 
Sir Har. (handing out Lady Harriet.) Come, Harriet, 
Jet us beguile the time, (Sings as they retire.) 


Lady Harriet. 


j * Thou'rt till the object of my heart, 
' * Think what thou will of me, Harry,” 
[ Exeunt, 


Biddy. Well, how polite my maſter is !—Lord ! 

le part now without cutting one another's throats. 
Let us diſguiſe the time.” Imitutes kim.) Dear me 
how charmingly things are changed! 


$8 0 N 8. 


Gcod Lord, how the ſeaſons are vary d 
I've heard of the time 
When twas reckon'd a crime 
To part with the wife 
That was wedded for life ; 8 
7 


* ' 


— — 
* — 


— 
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But now, when a couple are mary A, 
They're ſo mighty well bred, l 
That they lounge to their bed, | 

For each other not caring a feather ; | 
For one night they lay, 
Both wiſhing for day, ; 

And repenting they e'er come together. | 


Then next morn they no longer can tarry z ' 
And, tho” fond they appear, | 
With, My Love, and, My dear. | 


Vet, their friends being gone, 
The fond pair left alone, 
Says Sir George, Madam, by the lord Harry, 
I fingle muſt lie, 
Or, 'foregad! 1 ſhall die; 
Says my lady, I care not a teather.— | 
Next comes the Divorce, 
As a matter of courſe ; | 
Thus they ſcarce live a fortnight together. | 


[Exit . 


SCENE, 2 Fall. 
Enter Ton, meeting Biddy. 
Biddy. Tom, oh, Tom! you are the very man 1 
wanted. 
Tom. 1 always thought ſo—But what's the matter ? 
Biddy, What's the matter! why, do you know, 


Tom, that old Madam Annaſced is going to run away 
with a Frenchunan | 


Tom. A Frenclunan! | 

Biddy. I with 1 may die an old maid but it's true? 
He came here this precious day, dreſſed in a kind off 
2—1 don't know whet— ſuch a figure! Merey upon 
me | 

Tem. A Frenchman ! Why, Biddy, my love, that's 
our Dennis; he was lent here by my maſter, on law 
buſineſs, and I'm ſent to know what keeps him. 

Bid. Well, bang me, Tem, but 1 thought he was 
an Iriſſuma—he was fo deviliſh fond of kifling a 


body. 
B 3 Tom. 


| 
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| Tom. Biddy, Biddy! you have boiherd me, as 
Dennis ſays. 

| B:ddy. They have retired to a room next the te rras: 

followed thei, anc put my car <,ole to the key- 
hole; and WOu ut You believe 61 Heard them a gree 
'to el: 1 this ve rv wht. Shes to be in ne temple, at 
the botton o the cnden, about ten o clock. tor the 


oO 


* 8 : | 
j m. V\ by then I i] perſonate this lriſhman, and run 
away vw The \ladam An: * D. u niet Denis 
With a maſk, and cope; in the hurry he will not 
giſcon er the miſtake - however, it will remove kim 
Fron: ihe gare zen, and comple: e the bulinels, 
Bid». Oh, Lom. Tom! untl this moment I 
Pure vou was a los kKhead.— About it about it — 
My foul's in arms, aud eager for the prey.” 
| [ xeunt, 


FRE =—_ — ** 


SCENE, the garden, by mon ui dt. 


Enter Dennis , ſinging. 


How pret*y Luna the moon ſniges upon me! He 
{knows Im in puriuit of fifty thouſand pounds, ard, 
like a good-natured friend, bo] ds a lanthorn to bony 
What a iweet though: that is! I do believe, Dennis, 
| you was born a poet ; there is not a tree, nor a 
| buſh, nor a pigſtye that comes acroſs me, but what 
| my ideas are all at work.—Well, to be fure, Dennis, 
the Divil is in you. But whv can't you be aſy, and 
tet the dear cratures be happy no you won't, no 
you won't. Well, I ama * divil, and that's 
the truth on't—But here's the timple where my god- 
deſs dwells ; I'll axe whe ſte ſhe's at home or for e 
{Knoc ks at the mp if, and Mrs. Annajced comes Gul mu f- 


* 
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! 
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I 
= Mrs Anna. Let us begone, Mr. Dogberry, let us 
| begone. 
Dennis. Stop, my dear crature ; have you brought 
away the caſh with you ? 
Mrs. Anna. Yes, yes—l've taken care of that—PlI 
put all wy affairs into your bands. 


Dennis. 
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Dennis. Oh ! to be ſure 1 won't take care of them ; 
let us run as if the devil was in us. [Exeunt. 
Enter Tom diſguiſed. 

If this witch of Endor be punQual to her time, I 
can tel] my own fortune without troubling her to do 
it Oh! here ſhe comes. 

Enter Biddy diſguiſed. 

Mr. Dennis, Mr. Dennis, I'm all over of a tgrimble. 

Tom. (imitating the brogue.) Here | am body and 
ſoul of me. 


Biddy. W here ſhall we fly, Mr. Doggery ; where 
ſhall we fly? 


Tom. Fly into theſe arms, my dear crature (They 
diſceder each other.) | 

Riddy. The devil! Tom—oh, diſtraction! 

Tom. Biddy! oh, damnation! we're undone. 

Biddy. You blundering blockhead ! here now, you 
would have run away with me, if | had not at the 
firft touch diſcovered you was not the Iriſhman, 

Tom. Here's a trick, Biddy. | ſuppoſe he has 
tloped with the old devil—zye——there's the temple 
open! 

Biddy. Let vs alarm the family ; my conſcience will 
not permit me to ſee the family-tortune given away 
in ſuch a manner. 

Tom. That's right, Biddy—my conſcience is on the 
rack too. And yet, Biddy, ſtop a moment; let me 
© have one kiſs by moonlight. 
Biddy. The fellow's mad 
ry! 


Tom. Raviſhment ! Thunder! Fire ! 
[Excunt Jom and Biddy. 


Fire! Murder ! Rob- 


SCEN E the laſt. Qui Tam houſe. 
Enter Qui Tam and Timothy. 
Puitam. Well, Timothy ; have you ſent the ex- 


ecution into the parſon's houſe ? 
Tim. Ves, Sir. 


Nui Tam. That's a good lad— has the Sheriff fold 
the goods? | 
Tim. 


oc w.d+ 
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Tim No, Sir. 

Tam. What's the reaſon ? 

im. He ſays he will not levy until the return of 
the writ; and then, if the poor parſon cannot diſ- 
charge the debt, he will, 

Qui Tam. I don't care who pays it, ſo I get the debt 
and coſts, Mr. Worthy is no more fit to be a Sheriff 
than | to be a Cardinal. 

Tim. Sir Harry Trifle's Black is below, Sir, and 
wants to ſpeak to you. 

[Exit Tim. 


Nui Tam. Shew him up. | 
Enter Timothy and a Black. 


Ah, Sambo, how do you do? 


Sambo. Pretty well, I thank you, Maſſa—me want 


a little of your advice, Maſſa. | 
Dui Tam. Lou! what advice can you want, Sambo? 
Sambo. Why, Maſſa, me want to be divorced. 
Nui Tam. Divorced ! 
Sambo. Yes, Maſſa —me want to marry a pretty 
white woman. 

Qui Tam. You do! Timothy, hand me my cane— 
III break this ſcoundrel's ſooty noddle for him. 


Sambo, Pretty white woman, Maſſa—and here 


have brought you my year's wages——ten guineas. 
(Gives him a purſe.) 

Qui Tam. Here, I imotby ; you may lay by the cane. 
—$0 then, Sambo, you want to be in the faſhionable 
world, I fee ? 

Sambo. Oh, yes, Maſſa, I ſhould like to be a Man 


of Faihion, of all thin 


8. 

Qui Tam. Well, well I'll look into the Black Act, 
and fee what can be done for you. 

Samo. Tank'e, Mafla ; (going) how long do you 
tink, Maſſa, it will be, before | can turn away my 
old wiſe ? 

Dui Tem. Call in a week, Sambo, and I tell you. 
— Timothy, ſhew the black Gentleman down ſtairs. 

[Exeunt Timothy and Sambo. 
Let me ſte—what ſays the law upon this occation ?— 
If a woman commits adultery, ſhe ſhall be put away 


from her buſlband=True—but it a black woman con- 
_ 
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mits adultery, ſhall ſhe te parted from her huſband ? 
Why not ? A woman's a woman—black or not black 
Yes, yes, that's certain—but blacks in this country 
have no money, and there's no being divorced with- 
out money What can this fellow be about? This is 
not the night fix d for the buſineſs— be has got, I ſup- 
poſe, with ſome of his dear cratures, as he calls 
them, 
Enter Dennis (tie ſev) 

Dennis Servant, old Jontlenzar, To be ſure 1 
bay'n't the crature below ſtairs. (Aid. 

Oui Tam. What kept you, raſcal ! did not I com- 
mand you to return two hours ago? 

Dennis. Hark ye, firrah—they tay you are my un- 
cle: I don't think ſo—lt's ſaſhionable to deny one's 
relations, when we get & good fortune, I've got a 
little ſup in my noddle, but no matter for that. 


| 2 
Qui Tam. The fellow is drunk — ! tell you, 

drel, Il have you put in the ſtocks to-morrow morn= 
oy Ha! ha! had Oh, you old Yockhead, 
I'm there already, ha ! ha! I've got fiſty thouſand 
pounds there ſaſt enough, hu! ha 

Oui Tam. This fellow's wen compor=you ſhall be 
ſent to bedlam. ſirrah. 

Dennis. III ſurpriſe this old raſcal—Hark ye | if 

u'll r not to jump out of your old ſkin for 
oy, l' tel] you ſome good news. 

Qui Tam. What the devil is the fellow about now? 
Dennis. Don't be fooliſh, but liſten to Dennis 
Dogherty—(wwhiſpers.) I bave run away with old 
Mouſer from Sir Harry Trifle's. 

Qui Tam. Old Mouſer! | 
Dennis. Yes, the old aunt, who has got her traſh» 
bag full of bank notes. 

Dui Tam. What ! old Madam Annaſeed ? 

Dennis. The ſame—ſhe's now Below in the kitchen, 
drying herſelf—the craiure's i ather dirty after the 
walk ; but 1 have done the thing clane enough, for 
all that, hal ha! 

Lui 
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Dui Tam. Marry her, Dennis, inſtantly. 

Dennis. Hi! ha! Oh, you old blockhead, it's done 
already. I call'd in my way for the purpoſe, ha ! ha! 

Qui Tam Lal de ral, lal de ral, my dear nephew. 
(embraces him) lal de ral. Oh! I ſhall run diſtracted ! 

Dennis. Yes; | knew I'd bother you 

Nui Tam. Bother me! vou have indeed. Dennis! 

Denni, Don't call me Dennis, I bid vou. 

Dui Tam. I'll call vou wiatever you pleaſe -Von 
ſhall be Lord Dog har: v—Damme, you ſhal! be Pope 
if you will—you bave more money than the whote 
Conclave. 

Dennis Ha! bn! Good again, od cndger! ba! 
ha! Well, to be {ure I'd make a dev hot a Pope, ha! 
ha ! To fee me banding out my great toe to all wy 
old acquaintance, ha! ha! But what won d do win 
the dear cratures ? teil ine that 

Bui Tan Uh, Dennis, Dennis, I shall run mad 
with joy—What noiſe is that ? Ind knuching, 
Enter Mrs. Annaſeed. 

M. Anna. Save me, Mr. Dogberry ; you are my 
protector now. 

Dennis, My life's joy, don't ſhake fo put your- 
ſel! under my wings. | 
Enter Sir Harry and Lady Harriet, 

AH. Oh, here is the good uncle and the hope- 
ful nephew in deep conſultation. Give up my aunt 
this moment, or III ſet fire to this diabolical ity, you 
old raical—you have contrived this. 

Qui Tam. Lord have mercy upon me ! What | are 
you come to murder me in my own houſe ? : 
Dennis, Harky'e, Mr. Sir Harry "Trifle ! don't dif- 
turb the pace of an hone? family, or — Pal, t Air 

od] Know all men by theſe preſents, that this 

y is now my wiſe. | 

Mrs. Anna. Yes, Town it z—I am now Are Dog 
My dear, ſpeax my name for me. 

Dennis. Her name's Dogherty (Very loud] There's 
nothing trifling about that, Sir Harry. 

Mrs Anna, No more of your gods. Made 3 
I did not marry for a rave, but a kuſband—anc . . 
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with pleaſure l confeſs that 1 was trust at firſt fight 
with the gentecIneſs and graceful manner of this dear 
delu ler { A! laugh. 

Loy Har. Ha, ha, ha !—A dear deluder !—Mer- 
cy upon we} ha! ba! 

Dennis. Don't mind them, Mrs. Dogherty; they 
arc only envious of your good fortune. 

Mrs. Inn. So thoy are, my life ! But don't thick, 
becauſe my huſband's a French gentleman, you fhall 
unpoſe upon him. [A lang. 

Sir Har. A French gentleman ! hal ha !—A bog- 
trotter, ha! ha! 

Pri Tam, A Frenchman! Dennis Dogherty a 
Frenchman ! ha, ha! 


Lady Har. The name's Gothic, it muſt be conſeſſed, 
ha, ha, ha! | 

Mrs. Arna. O Lord, I'm all of a tremble. Mer. 
D»gberry, are you not a French gentleman ? Was you 
not born in Glailmonanoguer ? 

Dennis. Indeed and | was—but we had better fa 
no more on that ſubjeRt. What the devil ſignifies 
Where a man was born, you know ? 

Mrs. Anna Very wue, my life! 

Dennis. My country is nv Gitgrace to me, and you 
full find I' be no diſgrace to my country —80 let 
us leave them to their laughs and their ſnecrs, We 
have got the fortune, my dear crature, and in my opi- 
non that's the beſt pait of the joke. 

Mrs. Anna. You are right, Mr. Dogberry ; let us 
retire, and leave them to themlelves. [Dennis takes 
her by the hand. | 

Dennis. Mr. Sir Harry Trifle, | am your moſt ob- 
ſequous, [Bows.] Madam, your's allo, | Bows] and 
if you behave properly, 1 don't know but what. we 
may condetcend to pais a month with you. 

Qui Tam. What an air of dignity my nephew has! 
Don't be out of humour, Sir * 96-4 | have another 
Clerk at your ſervice—l make no doubt 

Sir Har. Get out of my fight this moment! thou 
—— And as to you, Sir, I never defire to ſce your 
face again, 


Dennis. 
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Dennis Upon my foul, Sir Harry, I ſhall be per- 
ſectly at eaſe if I never ſee your countenance again. 
[Goes up with ſolenmity] But remember, Sir, it was at 
your expreſs deſire 1 viſited your family—think of 
that, and avoid bluſhing if you can. As to you, 
Madam, be aſſured the accident that made my fortune 
ſaved you from ruin. 

Sir Har. Do you hear that, Lady Harrict ? 

Lady Har. Do you hear that, Sir Harry ? 

Sir Har. | do, and am indeed confounded : but come, 
Harriet, the folly of this adventure may prove a 
uſeful leſſon.— We have both been much to blame, 
and this unlucky marriage of my aunt's may be fairly 
conſidered a juſt correction for our imprudence. Let 
us therefore return home, and learn to pats our future 
days in conjugal felicity. 

Lady Har. Wirth all my heart. 


Sir Har. Order the coach—but firſt, let us bid our 
. beſt friends good-night. Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE, 
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